302             From Seven to Seventy

I remember the doctor coming downstairs and saying
that he had just closed the eyes of a man more than
seventy years old. Mr. Booth had crowded into fifty-
nine years of life the experiences of an old man.

The Players is changed to-day.    Of course, all old
things must give way to new; but there is a certain fine
sentiment that remains.   Perhaps the young man does
not appreciate the ideas upon which the club was
founded and the traditions which have kept it together,
but something of the old spirit is bound to be com-
municated to him on Pipe Nights or Founders' Night,
or on those occasions when old Joe Holland is brought
up in his big armchair.   Then all gather around, a fire
blazes in the great fireplace, Mr. Booth's eyes gaze
down serenely from the wall above, and each one vies
with his neighbor in handing a drink or a smoke to Joe,
or telling him the latest story.   Then will conae in some
wit or jester of the gang, and jokes will be told that
are as old as the hills, but ever new.   There is always a
visitor or recent member to be delighted at the old gag
when Harry Dkey goes up to Joe and says :
"Lend me "five dollars, Joe."
"Go around to my good ear, Harry/1
With great ceremony, Harry will walk around.
"Lend me ten dollars, Joe."
11 Go back to my five-dollar ear, Harry*''could not remember the
